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Notes: But Mr Cornell once asked an audience "Does Slash have a nice ass, or what?" 
wo a ew ew 

"He said what?" Puzzlement leaks into his voice, showing in his eyes. 


"He said you've got a sexy ass." l'm not laughing I'm not. 


"Says who?" What are we five? 


"Says Mark." Apparently we are. 

"What? Swiss cheese brain?" Yeah that would be me growling, baring my teeth a litte. 

"Ooh look, Blondie has teeth." Yeah and they'll be used on you if you're not careful. 

"Be nice, or Mark won't introduce you." Now l'm scolding that five year old. 

"Why would | want to meet Chris Cornell?" Oh he pouts so prettily. 

“Cause you want him up your ass?" Now | am laughing, | can't help it he really is gorgeous when he sulks. 
Unexpectedly there's this twinkle in his eyes and a smile playing round his lips spoiling the Mona Lisa look. 
"What? Right now Duff?" The heat surrounding me tightens and ripples a little dragging a moan across my lips. 
"He wouldn't fit" His chuff of laughter dies as | change my angle slightly and thrust once more. 


"Oh | don't know, he could certainly stop you from running your mouth.’ Whatever he was about to say dies as 


| draw back, holding myself away from him but not quite outside of him. 
Something shifts in his face and | know I've over stepped the mark, pushed him that one pace to far. 


Those hands that were resting loosely on my hips suddenly rake across them tearing skin as | suddenly find 


myself on the bottom. 

"You never did know just when to stop did you?" One quick hard, extremely hard thrust and I'm impaled. Pain 
slams into the lazy sweet pleasure that had been moving through me. Kicking into life, making it real. Making 
me arch against him nails scrabbling down his back 


"This is what you want, isn’t it?" The words hiss out of him as he slams into me again and again. 


esss.." Any words or sounds | may have wanted to make expire as a scream struggles to break free. | come 
"Yesss.." Any word ds | may h ted to make exp truggles to break free. | 


apart, loosing everything, giving him all that | am in that one moment. 


When I'm actually aware of things again, he's curled me against his side my head on his shoulder, a hand lightly 


petting my hair. | should grow it longer again maybe. 
"You still wanna see me and Cornell get it on?" He still sounds slightly bewildered by the thought. 


Do |? He's kidding right? 


"Do you still after watching me and Mark?" | hadn't realised how tense he was until he relaxes back into his 


pillows. 
"What do you think?" 
~End~ 


For anyone who's interested the ‘Mark’ referred to in the above is Mark Lanegan 


